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Gainft deatb,and all obliuious emnjty 

Shall you pace forth, your praife llia;l ftil findc rootnCf 

Euen in the eyes of all poftcrity 

l hat wcare this world out to the ending dootne. 

So til the iudgement that your fclfe arilc. 

You liue in this, and d well in ^uers eics. 

S weet loue renew thy force , be it not faid 
thy edge fliould blunter be then apetitc, 

Whichbut coo daie by feeding is alaied. 

To morrow Ibarpned in his former might. 

So loue be thou,although too daie thou fill 
Thy hungrie cies,euen till they wlnck with fulnelle. 

Too morrow lee againe,and doc not kill 

The fpiritofLouc,with a perpetual dulncflc: q 

Let this fad Intrim like the Ocean be 

Which parts the fliore, where two contrafted new. 

Come daily to the banckes,thac when they fee.- 
Rcturneof loue,more blcfl may be the view. 

As cal it Win ter, which being ful of care. 

Makes Somers welcome, thrice more wilh*d,morcrarc: 
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C T3 Eing your flaue what fliould I doc but tend, 
i O Vpon the houres,and times of your defire? 

< I haue no precious time at al to fpend; ^ 

f Nor feruiccs to doe til you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world without end hourc, 

Whilft I (nay Ibucraine) watch the clock for you. 

Nor thinke the bitterneffe of abfence fowre, 

VVhen you haue bid your feruant once adicuc. 

Nor dare I ijucftion w ith my iealious thought. 

Where you may be,or your affaires fuppofc. 

But like a fad flaue flay and thinke of nought 
Saue where you are , how happy you make thole. 

^ So true a foole is louc,that in your Will, 

- (Though you doe any thing)he thinkes no ill. 
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T Hat God forbid,that made me firft your flaue, 

I fljould in thought controule your times of plcafure. 
Or at your hand th’ account of houres to craue. 

Being your vaffail bound to ftaie your leillire. 

Oh let me fuffer(being at your beck) 

Th’ imprifon’d abfence of your libertic. 

And patience tarae.to fufferance bide each check,. 
Without accufing you of iniury. 

Be where you lift,your charter is lo ftrong. 

That you your felfc may priuiledge your time 
To what you will, to you it doth belong, 

Yourlelfe to pardon of felfe-doing crime, 

1 am to waite, though waiting fo be hell, 

- Not blame your plcafure be it ill or well. 
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I F their bee nothing new,but that which is, 

Hath becne before , how are our braincs bcguild,^ 
Which laboring for inuentioH beare amiffe 
The fecond burthen of a former child ? 

Oh that record could with a back-ward lookc, 

Euen offiue hundreth courles oftheSunne, , 

Show me your image in fome antique booke. 

Since minde at firft in carrefter was done. 

That I might fee what the old world could fay. 

To this compofed wonder of your frame. 

Whether we are mended, or where better they. 

Or whether reuolution be the fame. 

Ohfurelamthcwitsofformerdaies, ^ 

To fubiedfs worfc haue giuen admiring praile* 
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L ike as the waues make towards the pibled fhore, 

So do our minuites haften to their end. 

Each changing place with that which goes before^ 

In fcquent toile all forwards do, contend. 

Natiuity once in the maine of light. 
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